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Author's Notes: 
Written for a \'breath play\’ kink prompt. Female OFC is based off something Tré said once about the 
MusiquePlus VJs. Also, | hold no claim over total realism where photo shoot set-up is concerned, so roll with 


it, \kay? It\'s just some turning-of-the-year smut fluff 


Poster Boys 


The black leather warmed swiftly beneath the combination of his bare skin and the glaring heat of the 
spotlights, but despite its plush appearance, it had to be the most uncomfortable couch Billie Joe had ever 
been on. Perhaps it would be fairer to blame his position than the furniture, though: arranged in a careful 


sprawl with the production assistant or whatever the fuck her title was fussing over him. 


He watched warily as she pursed her lips, the vivid pink matching the half-hidden streaks in her dark hair. This 
was ridiculous. He'd shown his ass to literally millions of people, tens of thousands of whom had also seen him 


buck naked; he had citations from numerous cities, had paid legal fines and had even been banned from some 


places for public nudity. So why, in a room with maybe a couple of dozen people, did he feel so fucking 
exposed? Just because this photo shoot would be a little different than any other the band had ever done was 
no reason to freak out, right? ‘Why not a nude calendar? their manager had said. ‘Do something daring and 
different that no one else has the balls for. Show a little punk rock ass‘ 

Jesus fucking Christ. The worst part was that they hadn't even been drinking when they'd agreed to this. 
"There's something not quite.." the woman trailed off, her eyes narrowing, and Billie let out a startled yelp 
when she slipped one hand beneath him and pushed on his hip with the other, efficiently adjusting the position 


of his pelvis. 


She snatched her hands back. "Sorry, sorry. | forgot you're not used to this. | work with models most of the 
time; the clothing or lack thereof gets to be pretty meaningless.’ 


"IFs okay," he replied automatically, amused to find himself the teensiest bit miffed that it made no difference 
to some random person that he was lying there naked. It wasn't as if he weren't used to being posed after all, 


albeit not in his natural state. Really, it was definitely better that she treated him like one of her models. 


She waved at his abdomen. "You just have these sweet little tattoos here and they weren't showing that well. 


Now they'll shine for the camera’ 


Billie tried not to think about what else would be ‘shining,’ but he saw her eyes flicker down his body and knew 
she was thinking the same thing. 


"Um," she began, displaying the first faint sign of unease he'd seen from her. "I don't know if you're aware of 
all of the instructions we were given for this shoot, but we were told quite specifically that in each photo, you 


were all supposed to be erect" 


Yeah, he remembered that part. He felt a tightening in his chest, first signal of a potential panic attack, and 


forcibly calmed himself. "I know." 
"Mr. Armstrong, we have a fluffer on staff if you require her services," she offered tentatively. 
"No." Billie Joe dismissed the idea before she'd even finished speaking. "I'm married, |-" 


"I know." She shifted on her knees beside the couch, moving a little so that her body blocked the room's view 
of his groin. "I can shield you, if you want to-to do for yourself” 


"While you watch?" 
"I won't look" At his snort of disbelief she laughed. "I'm serious, Mr. Armstrong. | will not view your actions." 


He snuck a quick look around the room, realising that this was the best he was going to get. "Call me Billie Joe, 


please." ‘Mr. Armstrong’ seemed oddly formal at the best of times, never mind when someone was about to 


watch him jack off for real. 

"Billie Joe, then" Her answering smile was warm, and she stared directly into his eyes. "My name is Celeste." 
"You French?" he hazarded a guess. 

"French Canadian," she confirmed, and he laughed. 

"Tré is going to love you." 

Celeste smiled. "I'll deal with Mr. Cool later. Right now l'm concerned with you." 


Billie stared back at her, caught by her dark gaze. She had beautiful eyes, like smooth chocolate in colour - like 
Adie's. 


Adrienne. Now there was a fantasy he could get into. 


Slowly, eyes locked with hers, he brought his hand down and closed his fist around his cock. A few strokes and 
he found a rhythm, fingers pumping while he watched chocolate heat and begin to melt in a near-familiar 


pattern. The softest groan sang from his throat as pleasure built. 


"Um, Billie Joe..." The trace of an unfamiliar accent in her voice brought him back and immediately he moved 
his hand away, fingers digging into the leather beneath him. Fucking hell; he'd totally forgotten himself. Wouldn't 
that have fucked up the shoot but good? It was supposed to be a ‘tasteful nude' calendar, not a porno. 


Tactfully Celeste said nothing as she arranged his arms to her liking, adjusting his overall position again until 
she was satisfied. He let her, realising that true to her word she'd kept her eyes on his face, thereby earning 


a measure of trust from him. 


Although he smirked inwardly to see the heightened colour in her cheeks and hear the slight quickening of her 
breathing. Not so unaffected after all. 


His swelling ego deflated some when she finished and spoke softly. "Perhaps for the next pose, you should stop 
a little sooner. It could be a very long day, else.” 


Billie Joe could only smile ruefully at her teasing wink. As she moved away and the photographer began the 
familiar snap-snap-snap staccato rhythm, his smile smoothed into something more genuine. In this entirely 
bizarre circumstance, he was about as comfortable as he was going to get, and he was ready for his close up 


- erection and all. 


Rw Re Re he ho Ko Ka HK 


Mike was not fond of the woods. He didn't like camping; he didn't like horses; and he sure as hell had never 
owned a Coleman anything. These days, he didn't even like hotels that lacked room service. It had been a long 


time since he'd had to fend completely for himself that way, and he couldn't say that he really missed it. 


Yet somehow, here he was in the middle of the great outdoors, sitting on a goddamned wooden fence wearing 
chaps and boots. And nothing else. Just fucking wonderful. Fifteen minutes had been plenty long enough for Mike 
to discover that ‘chaps’ was an appropriate name for such a chafing article of clothing. Plus, despite Celeste's 
repeated assurances that the top bar of the fence had been sanded down, he was sure he would have all kinds 


of splinters in his ass once he stood up. 


"You are so tense," Celeste lamented, stopping directly in front of him. Behind her, people continued to set up 
equipment in a swift, efficient manner, making him realise that everyone else would be ready to get on with 


this in a few more minutes. The thought irked him even more and he scowled, 
"This isn't my idea of fun, okay?" 
She smiled understandingly. "I'm sure its not. But you are perfectly safe here, Mike. And you look very sexy." 


He grimaced that she had wormed straight to the crux of it. He didn't fucking feel sexy sitting here. What he 
felt like was the world's biggest doofus. 


Celeste stepped in closer, running her hands along the tops of his leather-clad thighs. "Can you feel that? 
Focus on the sensation of the leather, Mike. The skin-on-skin friction" 


He was suddenly very conscious that a pretty woman stood between his spread knees, rubbing his legs. Skin- 


on-skin friction sounded very good indeed. 
"Yeah," he mumbled huskily. "I can feel it” 


He knew she hadn't touched Billie Joe, not like that. And that she shouldn't touch him, either. But damn if he 
didn't want her to. 


Mike grasped her hand gently, drawing her closer still and then directing their joined hands downwards. A small 
gasp escaped her bright lips but she allowed the movement, instinctively curling her fingers around his cock 
He didn't let go; instead, he entwined his fingers more firmly with hers and directed her strokes, liking how she 


was taking cues from him in this. 


All too soon she stopped, staring at him wide-eyed with her slender hand still sandwiched between his big mitt 
and his raging boner. Mike surfaced from the sensual haze enough to figure out that she'd stopped for a 
reason, namely so he wouldn't blow his load right there and then. 


"Celeste?" he whispered, unclenching his hand. She drew hers away but didn't retreat immediately. 


"Mike, |..." She cleared her throat, and the simple action seemed to restore her equilibrium. "I did bring 


tweezers, just in case." 
"Tweezers?" he repeated dumbly. 


One corner of her mouth lifted, dimpling in a half smile that made her look wicked mischievous. "For potential 


splinters, of course. There shouldn't be any, but if there are, I'll just pick them out for you." 


Her eyes danced as she finally withdrew to make way for the photographer, and Mike exhaled noisily as her 
cheeky retort sank in. He knew the expression on his face was the one Billie called smouldering, teasing him that 


it was the kind that said fuck-me-now. With an inward laugh Mike acknowledged that it was probably the 
perfect look for this particular calendar shoot. 


Rw Re Re he Ko Ko Ka HK 


Tré studied the petite brunette as she made her way towards where he sat, swinging his legs in the warm 
water of the hot tub. He knew what had happened with both Billie Joe and Mike's individual shots earlier, and he 
was intensely curious to see how this girl would handle him. She was obviously a professional at dealing with 
people, but the encounter with Mike seemed to have shaken her a little and Tré looked forward to seeing how 


far he could push. 
"Hey," he called out as she rounded the tub. "How do you want me?" 


Celeste's eyebrows rose sharply but she smiled as she knelt beside him. "Let's see, shall we? | think your legs 
should be like this, and your arms..." She frowned in concentration as she moved his limbs, occasionally leaning 
out over the gently steaming water. It wasn't as hot as a Jacuzzi would normally be; the rising steam would 
interfere with the photography, or so Tré had been told. But it still felt nice on the one leg he was allowed to 
keep in there. 


"Merde," she muttered, long before he'd even decided how to attempt to rattle her. He laughed, knowing it was 
French for ‘shit, and she cast a wry glance at him. "I cannot see properly this way. I'm afraid | will need to 
take the plunge." 

Huh? Tré's confusion lasted only a moment, which was how long it took for Celeste to kick off her sandals and 
tuck the ends of her knee-length skirt into her panties. She flipped off the crew at the catcalls and stepped 
carefully into the hot tub, wading to stand in front of Tré. 


He grinned. “Guess l'm not the only one giving a peepshow today." 


"They've seen my ass before. It's nothing special," she shrugged, her nonchalance surprising him. "Now, Tré." 


A little shiver ran through him. God, he loved the way French women said his name, rolling the ‘rand clipping 
off the vowel. It sounded so sexy. He could almost imagine that her remark had been more of an entreaty, like, 


‘Now, Tré, | need you now... 


Jesus, if he kept thinking like that, he wasn't going to need any help getting suitably hard and that didn't fit his 


plans at all. 


He watched silently as she bent his body to her will, settling him this way and that until she stood back with 
her hands on her hips, a speculative look on her face. "Yessss, | think that is good. Yes. And then right before 
the snapping begins, we will put a cold bottle of beer in your hand, right like that." She curled her hand and 
slipped it over his outstretched palm, his hand closing around hers as if to pretend it was a bottle, his elbow 
resting on his bent knee while his other leg dangled in the water. 


Except, of course, it wasn't a bottle and Tré used this little bit of leverage to pull Celeste towards him, his 
free foot coming up to trap the back of her knees. 


"Tré?" she murmured, only it wasn't quite a question because her eyes met his and he knew that she knew. 


| understand that you have a fluffer on staff," he stated, holding back a smirk at her confusion. Think you've 
figured me out, eh? I aint that easy, sweet cheeks 


"Um, yes," she stuttered. "Would you like me to get her?" 
ve 

is 

The smirk emerged at that. "No, | don't need her.” 


Her gaze dropped to his groin and rose equally hurriedly. "Euf, okay." She could obviously see that he wasn't 
sporting a full hard-on, but seemed at a loss as to what to do about it. Tré laughed softly. 


‘Isn't it your job to make sure we're ready for the camera?" 


Miscalculation. Her mouth firmed into a disapproving line. "Mr. Cool, | understand that this is an unusual 
situation for everyone concerned, but | do not appreciate your insinuation. What occurred earlier with Mr. 


Dirnt was an anomaly; | have already had to explain my actions." 


He stared at her rigid form for a minute, realising that while he'd been playing around, figuring out how best 
to get her hands on him, she had quite possibly been reprimanded for unprofessional behaviour. That didn't sit 
well with Tré at all. He knew he could be a selfish ass but he did try, and the truth was that he was pretty 
much responsible for this whole thing in the first place. He'd been the one to talk Mike and Billie Joe into doing 


the calendar, because it had sounded like fun, and he'd reasoned that if they were ever going to do it, it had 

better be now before anything started to really fucking sag. But he hadn't counted on being attracted to the 

production chick, nor on their antics getting her in trouble. 

"Celeste, have you learned anything from today?" he blurted. 

She tilted her head, looking quizzical. "About what?" 

"About how this situation is unusual - about working with us," Tré hastily clarified. 

A slight smile tugged at her pink lips. “That the rules do not often apply.” 

He nodded. "Which is why | was kind of being serious with you." He chuckled at her raised eyebrow, clearly his 
reputation had preceded him. "Billie and Mike didn't really want to do this thing, and you made them both feel 


comfortable and sexy. That's what's going to make it good, and that's because of you. So, | trust you to get 


whatever needs to be done, done. Not some random staff member. You, Celeste." 

It was a pretty speech, even if Tré did say so himself, and the lines of her body had relaxed as he spoke. It 
helped that it was basically true and he planned to say something similar to her boss.. but he probably would 
have said it anyway. A goal was a goal, after all 

Her eyes glinted. "Okay, Tré. But | am not going to kneel in here. I'm already plenty wet, thank you very much." 
Lazily, Tré slid his gaze down her figure. "Are you now?" 

"Funny guy," she breathed, a little raggedly. He held back the smug grin. 

"Hands, then?" he inquired archly. At her hesitant nod he let go of her curled palm. Her fingers unfurled and 
hung motionless for a long moment. Tré simply watched, his relaxed pose belying the humming anticipation 
Mike had taken her off guard, but Tré had given her a choice and he wanted to know what she would do with 
it. 
Celeste bit her lip and lowered her hand into the warm water. She swished it through her fingers. Then, as if 
she'd suddenly made up her mind, she grasped his semi-erect flesh, gripping tightly as her palm slid along the 
growing length. At the same moment, her eyes lifted to meet Tré's, filling with heat. 

He couldn't repress the grin any longer and she acknowledged his victory with a wry twist of her mouth. But it 
was her turn to smirk when her other hand slipped underneath him, gently scratching at the sensitive skin 
there and fondling. 

God, that felt good. And it was about to feel like hell, he knew, as he groaned, "Stop." 


A quizzical look crossed her face before her eyes widened in realisation, and her arms dropped to her sides. 


Tré laughed, knowing she had forgotten herself. "Maybe we could continue this later, without the entourage." 
She tilted her head, regarding him with a small smile. "Maybe." 


It was all the answer she was going to give him, so he held to it as she re-arranged his body into the desired 
pose again. He was intensely aware of her fragrance and the skim of her hands now, sensitised as he was from 
the intimate contact. By the time she stepped out of the hot tub and he summoned a smile for the 
photographer, Tré fucking ached he was so hard. 


On the plus side, he was definitely going to look hung in these pictures. He let that thought inspire the requisite 
expression even as he admitted to himself that it was going to be a really fucking long day. 
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"Okay, boys, just two more shots to get through and we can call it a day, all right? Billie Joe, sit up for a 


minute, please." 


Puzzled since she had just had him stretch out, Billie sat up. He swore when Celeste quickly rolled something 
wet and cold across his chest. She arranged the fringe of the red cashmere scarf she'd previously wrapped 
around him along the newly dampened skin, pressing down. He looked at himself when she finally withdrew and 
suspiciously shook his torso a little. The fringe, parted around his left nipple, didn't move. 


"Celeste," he whined. 
"IFs just glue, don't worry about it. It washes off." 
His mouth dropped open. "You glued the scarf to me?" 


She laughed. "Yes, | did. | want to make sure it stays in place. If it helps any, it's the same kind of glue that 
beauty pageant contestants use to keep their swimsuits from riding up." 


He heard Mike snicker behind him and bit back an acid retort, instead allowing her to motion him back down. 
Billie Joe propped his head up on his elbow and lifted one knee as directed. He feared his erection had become a 


permanent condition. 


He waited while Mike and Tré were coaxed into position behind him, squelching the urge to scratch where the 
Santa hat itched his head. The white faux fur rug beneath him felt good at least, and the crackling sound from 
the fireplace was a nice mood-setter. Billie couldn't wait for this to be over, though. He could feel his patience 
evaporating fast. The one decent by-product of this endless day was that his admittedly limited amount of 
modesty had been pretty much destroyed by this time. He no longer cared who or what saw him naked. 
Probably a good attitude to have developed, considering they were nearly done with the photos for a calendar 
that would see his nude body splashed all over the fucking globe. 


Seeing that everything was ready for the photographer, he let himself sink into the omnipresent arousal, 
projecting sex at the camera as it whirred and snapped, right up until Celeste came back to signal the end of 
that set-up. As he sat up, dragging the itchy hat off and running fingers over his scalp, he got an 
uncomfortable feeling at her frown. "What's up?" 


She crouched in front of the trio, looking at each. "There's been a problem with the banner. We'll need a good 
hour to fix it before we can use it in the shoot. Can you guys hang on that long? We need to work on it out in 
the warehouse, so | can leave you in here and guarantee you privacy for that time." She sighed. "At least you 


can have a little break from everyone staring at you." 
"What's the banner for again?" Tré stepped in when he saw Billie's expression fall. 


‘It's for the cover shot. It'll go across the middle of your bodies, so that the calendar doesn't have full nudity 
on the front" Celeste's mouth quirked as she looked straight at Tré. "That does mean that there's no longer a 
need for you all to stay, um, ready" The inflection in her voice combined with her look to tell Tré that what 


she meant was that they could safely lose the erections now. 


"You're going to be working on the banner then?" He refrained from all-out flirting, holding to their unspoken 


pact to deal with their mutual attraction after they weren't working together anymore. 


She nodded. "Oui. | will lock you in here so that you may be left alone. l'm so sorry for the delay, but if you all 
agree to simply wait then we can get this done and you don't need to come back. | know it's been a terribly 


long day." 


Mike sighed, seeing that she was upset and knowing that no one, least of all the three musicians, wanted to do 


this all over again tomorrow. "There still coffee at the catering table?" 
That earned him a smile. "It's been refilled with fresh, Mike. I've learned that much!" 


"Then I'm good. Bill, Tre?" When they both nodded, Mike returned Celeste's smile. "We'll just chill here while you 


go do whatever it is you need to do. No sense in quitting now, not so close." 
She squeezed his hand gratefully. "Thank you all. | know it's been a long, h-difficult day." 


Mike caught her near slip and grinned as she coloured, but didn't tease her further. He stood up and stretched 
thoroughly before padding over to the promised fresh coffee, as uncaring by now of his state of nature as 
his bandmates were. He watched the room empty as he poured himself a mug, rolling his eyes at the requests 


to play waiter for the other two. 


"Lazy fuckers," he accused, laughing when Tré immediately countered with, "I'm never lazy when it comes to 


fucking." 


Billie flopped onto his back, staring at the high industrial ceiling and fiddling petulantly with the scarf fringe. It 
was going to have to come off before the last photo - couldn't have him standing up wearing a scarf that 
went sideways, could you? He scowled. "I can't believe she glued this thing to me." 


"Aw, poor baby," Tré mocked. "Hey, what do you guys think of Celeste?" 


"If you mean do | think we're actually alone now, yeah. She's shown that she can be trusted," Billie answered 


instantly. He and Tré both groaned as Mike started to sing. 

"I think we're alone now, there doesn't seem to be anyone around...” 

"No Tiffany, Jesus Christ, Dirnt," Billie Joe complained. 

"You don't have any daughters, dude. You don't get to judge." 

"Neither did you in the eighties!" 

Tré snickered. "Would you prefer Lindsay Lohan, then? ‘Cause that's who Ramona likes." 
"Enough with the girl pop talk already.” Billie gave an exaggerated, melodramatic shudder. 


‘Oh, you wanted boy pop? | think | could dredge up enough bad memories of the Backstreet Boys to oblige," 
Mike drawled. Billie held up an eloquent middle finger and they all laughed. 


"We could just change the subject, or-" 

"Yes, please," Billie interrupted, hearing Tré clear his throat with mild annoyance. 
"As | was saying, or you could turn over." 

"Fuck you, l'm not lying face down with a boner." 

"Billie Joe. Turn over." 


The barest hint of steel injected the smooth tone and the frontman found himself rolling on to hands and 


knees, all too familiar with that particular sound - and what went with it. 


"Tré," he warned, or meant to. After a day spent on the knife point of arousal, it came out more like a needy 


whine directed at the drummer kneeling right in front of him. 
"You said you trusted her, right?" 


Billie nodded, skin heating up from the unconcealed desire in Tré's eyes and the suggestion of some relief, 


eventually. His body pulsed when Tré smirked. 
"Then suck it, Armstrong.” 


He stared at that smirk a moment longer and then crawled forward the few inches necessary to close his lips 
around the proffered erection, drawing it deep into his mouth and echoing Tré's groan. The triple clink of 

pottery on concrete signalled Mike's arrival, accompanied by a quieter thump on the floor. OF what, Billie didn't 
know, but neither did he care as long fingers passed slick over his pucker, teasing pressure making his hips lift 


in a shameless plea for more. 


Mike chuckled at the reaction and poured a little more oil on his fingers, using it to coat his dick this time. The 
make-up department had rubbed this stuff over their tattoos to make them stand out; he figured this was an 
even better use. And with the way they'd all been wound up today he wasn't even going to bother with prep. 
Billie could take him. 


His cock twitched in his hand as he watched Tré's head tip back with a long string of breathy moans, feet 
braced as he grabbed Billie's hair and thrust up, fucking into his mouth. The way Billie moved with him, 
maintaining his suction, had Mike exhaling noisily and reaching for those slim hips, kneeling up between Billie's 
legs so as not to break the existing connection as he forged another, pushing inside that tight ring of muscle 


to a muffled moan, ecstasy swamping him with the welcome heat. 


Billie's brain scattered, suddenly grateful that Tré was doing most of the work as Mike began a complementary 
rhythm inside him, throat-cock-prostate vibrating with intense pleasure. His scalp prickled at the fingers 
wound tightly in messy, curling hair, holding him steady; his skin burned under the sweeping strokes of flat 
palms, moans rising to a shocked cry as fabric was ripped from his chest. The sensitive areola smarted and 


the small pain washed through him, indistinguishable at this point from the other sensations storming him. 


He still had enough presence of mind to notice, though, when the freed scarf tightened around his throat, 
pulling his head back enough for Tré to lift up and press forward harder, Billie providing just a tight, wet seal 
around his cock now, his ass doing the same for Mike. Fucked back and forth between them with no way to 
escape either's penetration, growing a little light-headed from the pressure of the cashmere Mike was using 
like a bridle, keeping him in line. Everything faded but the feel of the two men invading him and the restless 
tap-tap-tap of Tré's hands on his back, neck, shoulders now, weaving itself around the relentless rocking of his 


body. 


He heard a strangled sound from Tré, his thrusts growing erratic as the new angle shoved him over the edge 
and he grunted, spilling into Billie's mouth. The first hints of his own orgasm tingled through him as he 
swallowed and then it was on him like a fucking freight train, scream tearing out of his constricted throat 
through the drumming on his shoulder blades as his untouched cock emptied onto the white rug in a stream 
that ebbed and flowed with each vicious punch to his prostate. 


Mike heard the distorted shriek and felt Billie spasm, body gripping his in squeezing contractions and he was 


gone, spinning out into his own sweet oblivion 


Watching the two of them come was enough to spark renewed carnal interest in Tré, but circumstances being 


what they were he simply released Billie and moved away as Mike let the scarf fall. 


Billie could breathe freely again, but he couldn't think for the rhythm still pounding through him. He wriggled 


away from his bandmates’ soothing touches, needing to record the abrupt flood of words crowding his brain 


"Cell phone. Someone got one?" he demanded, flashing a grin at Tré when the bewildered man tossed him a 
phone. Billie dialled his own number and waited impatiently through the message before crooning into his 
answering service, tapping the concrete floor beside the soiled rug in the same rhythm Tré had drummed on 


his back; that Mike had followed. He finished the burst and cut off the transmission, throwing the phone back. 
He couldn't help but notice that both men sported the same wide grin that he did, because the music they'd all 
organically created from this insane experience was going to be killer. Billie Joe laughed at the sheer mad joy of 


it and spread his hands wide. 


"Congratulations, dudes. You just fucked me right into song.” 


